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The Drive 


Author's Notes: 

This ain\t no Henry & Glenn Forever. Slight AU inspired by this amazing drawing, 
(http://fuckyeahhenryrollins:tumblr.com/post/4355262165/amysticvelvet-la-danzig-vita-by-eric-yahnker). Also 
inspired by parts of Baz Luhrmann\'s Romeo + Juliet, the movie Drive, and the many depths of my twisted 
mind. Many chapters lie ahead, so stick with me if you like what you seel 


| keep the radio on low as we peel outta town It's crap AM talk radio bullshit, because everything on talk radio 
is bullshit, Democrat bullshit, Republican bullshit, bullshit bullshit. But it distracts me from the fact that | 


have a bleeding guy in the passenger seat of my car. 


In LA. sometimes its just like you'd think it would be from watching movies. Pulp Fiction, Mulholland Drive, you 
know? Car crashes, glamour, people shooting at each other, blood and glitter painting the streets at night. 
People see me with a bloody guy slumped over in my convertible and they move the fuck on with their lives. 
I've lived here for how many years? Fuck if | can remember exactly how long right now. But the way everyone 
in this town acts like most of the things they see are just ghosts at the corner of their eyes, things they'd 


rather not look at too straight-on or too closely, it still amazes me. It throws me off and | dig it all at once, 


you know? Only problem comes in when people recognize you. Even with the amount of famous assholes 
cluttering up the place, if you're recognizable, some fan on the street will make a fuss at some point. And he 


and |..well, I'd say we are both pretty fucking recognizable. 


And now he's whimpering like a puppy that needs to be let out of the house. Last time | heard those sounds 
out of him, we were in a whole different scenario. | can't get enough of how life just fucks with you like that. 


Reverses everything but leaves one thing the same, just so you notice how much it's all changed. 


"Easy, man," | say. With each little whimper of his | accelerate just a tiny bit more. My car growls. It sounds 
like me. | like that about this car, it's almost like the kid | never really wanted to have. We go on past Sunset. "| 
gotcha. | know a guy out of town He's not gonna ask questions, and I'll pay him what he needs." The whole 
situation is my fault and | feel like dark, black stinking pits of shit about it, so | have no problem paying the 
price. This guy gets all my emotions going. Seems like the whole world thinks | come with one setting: Rage and 
Bloodthirst. Or, according to some: His Ego Is Compensating for His Height/Dick. | guess those assholes have 


never listened to half my songs. Or seen me with Henry. 


"Don't," he says, his voice coming out at much less than its normal volume. "Look at us. We're going through 
LA. in the middle of the day with no traffic. Good weather, expensive car, top down" He smiles weakly. "| have 
you all to myself. l'm all right with dying this way." 


"Henry, | told you I'm not letting you die on me! No matter how poetic you think it is to bleed yourself to 
death all over my car!" | swear he's the only gunshot victim you could still lose your patience with. He 
overthinks too fucking much, wants to make everything into nice-sounding combinations of words. | leave that 
shit in the house, you know? When I'm out, Im out. I'm getting things done. Getting what | need. Getting him 
fixed up. 


"Sok," he murmurs. It sounds like he's slowly gonna lose consciousness. "Just take me back to your place. Put 


me on your bed. Keep your car nice and clean" His voice breaks. "Glenn.hold me. I'm going to die." 


Well, who could resist that kind of request? | stretch my right arm out, trying to be careful as | pull him 
toward me. It's his right side that's hurt, bleeding. | curl my arm around his shoulder and let my hand rest 
there like he belongs to me. "Don't get too comfortable. You don't wanna get too comfortable and fall asleep 
and die." | turn the wheel sharply with my left hand as the road curves; we're driving uphill now. | love driving 
with one hand. Can't tell you why, but | just do, it makes me feel good. "And if you die, l'm gonna kill you. I'm 


gonna fucking kill you." I'm serious. "So stay awake over there." 


Henry's been in this position many, many times. I'm pretty sure there's a worn-down spot on my leather jacket 
that's shaped like the side of his face. Until very recently, at night sometimes we'd take my car up Mulholland 
and look at LA, electrified ghost city, sprawling down at the bottom of the canyons. We had nights like the 
guys | knew back in Jersey had with their girls when we were teenagers. We'd kiss pulled off just to the side 
of the road where everyone could see us but no one ever would. Just kissing, rough and bloody and stubbly 
and he'd pull my hair because he's one of the only people I'll let fucking hurt me, but nothing more than all 
that. I'm not gonna grope someone in public, thats not my thing. Then we'd head down to In-N-Out so he could 


bitch about vegetarianism and watch me eat two Double-Doubles. Look, it's not like I'm fucking twenty years 
old anymore, | need the protein to do some of the things we do to each other. Double-Doubles are delicious, 


anyway. 


| can't keep my mind on the gravity of this shit. Henry's short graying hair is bobbing up and down at the 
corner of my eyes as my car devours the shitty road and I'm holding onto one of his strong shoulders and 
he's acting like he needs me to protect him. It seems so normal if you take out the gunshots. But he just got 
shot outside the back of a grungy Chinese takeout place, of all places, and now he's bleeding in my car and this 
is all because of what I've done. And I'm sitting here thinking about fucking In-N-Out Burger. Fuck, I'm hungry, 
so hungry. When was the last time | ate anything, yesterday morning? 


Sometimes | don't quite fucking know who all this has turned me into. 

“That better?" | ask him. 

"Gonna die with you holding me," he mumbles. "Wrote about this once." Well, of course he did. 

"The fuck you are," | say. "Remember what | told you? We're going to my guy. We'll get you fixed. You'll sleep 
it off" I'm not fucking stupid, | know that's not how you heal from gunshot wounds. But | don't think Henry 
cares about accurate depictions of medicinal bullshit at this point. Just gotta keep him awake. "You'll wake up 
and come to In-N-Out with me and watch me eat three Double-Doubles." | drop my voice so low | can barely 
hear myself over the rumble of my car and slide my lips closer to his ear. "Then we're gonna go home and 


you can pound my ass into the bed all night!" The steering wheel's sweaty under my clenching hand. "Hurt me 
cause | let you get hurt. Yeah?" 


| am fucking sick, fantasizing about a barely conscious man. 

"That's not an offer you're gonna get too often, Henry. You should take advantage of it” 

Henry whimpers so quietly it may not have even happened. 

"Henry? You better fucking say something. Henry?" Another convertible full of screaming clearly drunk teenage 
assholes comes tearing down the road from the other direction, almost sideswiping us. After they're gone, 
everything's quiet. Even my engine and the talk radio seem to have faded away into the background, more 
casualties of Los Angeles, more ghosts. 

"Henry?" 

| don't believe in God, or any higher power like that who decides when to reach some invisible hand down and 
help people out. | believe in myself. | have no one to pray to but myself, so | guess | better get started. Dont 


let him fucking die. Please. If he dies its all on you. Get him there safe, get him home safe, keep him alive. 


Wheels on the road, ghosts in the canyon, Henry bleeding silently in my fucking car. 


Keep him alive. 


